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to another picture of exquisite beauty, both in hand- 
ling and the selection of a subject, it is only neces- 
sary to say that if the heroine of" What Keeps Him? " 
is kept long in thiat position, the man who so detains 
her should be obliged to change places with the 
handsome dog watching over her safety. 



MARY OF THE WILD MOOR. 

One night when the wind it blew cold, 

Blew bitter across the wild moor, 
Young Mary she came with her child, 

Wandering home to her own father's door ; 
Crying, " Father, O pray let me in, 

Take pity on me, I implore, 
Or the child at my bosom will die, 

From the winds that blow 'cross the wild moor. 

' O, why did I leave this fair cot. 

Where once I was happy and free? 
Doomed to roam without friends or a home, 
O, father, take pity on me." 



MARY OF THE WILD MOOR— Johx S. Davis. 

But her father was deaf to her cries. 
Not a voice or a sound reach'd the door. 

But the watch-dogs did bark, and the winds 
Blew bitter across the wild moor. 

O, how must her father have felt, 

When he came to the door in the morn ? 
There he found Mary dead, and the child 

Fondly clasped in its dead mother's arms. 
While in frenzy he tore his gray hairs, 

As on Mary he gazed, at the door ; 
For that night .she had perished and died. 

From the winds that blew 'cross the wild moor. 

The father in grief pined away. 

The child to the grave was soon borne ; 
And no one lives there to this day. 

For the cottage to ruin has gone. 
The villagers point out the spot 

Where a willow droops over the door : 
Saying, " There Mary perished and died, 

From the winds that blew "cross the wild moor." 

— Old Ballad. 



''HERE'S YOUR CHRISTMAS DINNER/" 

Nothing can be more bewitching to the observant 
beholder, whether or not an intending customer, than 
the night-market scene, whether it be located''in some 
old Flemish town where the pencils of Teniers, Van 
Ostade and their confreres have seemed to locate it 
more especially, — or in damp and foggy London, or 
in one of the larger American towns, to the markets 
of which have been made tributary not only all the 
farmyards of the East and North, but all the great 
plains and prairies of the West. Over such a scene, 
wherever located, hangs that indescribable blending 
of softened light and deepening shadow, making all 
the objects exposed seem less gross and material 
than they could be in the broad glare of day, and in- 
vesting venders and buyers with a certain romance 
born of the tiine and the place. Eminently well has 
this feeling been caught by our artist, in the present 



